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. the fields he inevitably returned to it in thought. He wore
himself out with work, he did not climb out of the harvester
seat for hours, yet he still recalled Natalia ; his memory
persistently resurrected various long past, frequently
, insignificant incidents of their life together, their talks
together He had but to remove the bridle from his willing
memory for a moment, and the living, smiling Natalia
would arise before him once more. He recalled her figure,
her walk, her way of tidying her hair, her smile, the
intonation of her voice.
On the third day they began to harvest the barley. At
mid-day, when Pantaleimon halted the horses, Gregor
climbed down from the harvester seat, laid the short pitch-
fork on the floorboards, and said :
" I want to go home for an hour or so, father/'
" mat for ? "
" I just want to see the children. . . /'
tc ALL right, off with you/1 the old man willingly agreed.
" And meantime we'll be doing some stacking/'
Gregor at once unharnessed his horse from the harvester,
mounted it, and rode at a walking pace over the yellow,
brushy stubble towards the highroad. " Tell him to have
pity on you ! " Natalia's voice sounded in his ears. He closed
his eyes, dropped the rein and, lost in memories, let the
horse take its own way.
In the deeply azure heaven rare, wind-scattered clouds
hung almost motionless. Rooks were hopping with half-
spread wings over the stubble. They settled in flocks on
the stacks ; beak to beak the old ones fed the young newly-
fledged birds which still rose uncertainly on the wing. Over
the harvested acres the rooks' croaking blended into a steady
groan.
Gregor's horse tried to pick its way along the side of the
road, occasionally tearing up and chewing clumps of clover
as it went. Its bit clattered as it hung loose. Twice, seeing
horses in the distance, it came to a halt and neighed; and
then Gregor roused himself and urged the animal on, while
with unseeing eyes he gazed over the steppe, the dusty
road, the yellow sprinkle of stacks, the greenish brown plots
of ripened millet.
As soon as Gregor reached home the glum-looking
Christonia put in an appearance. Despite the heat, he was